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LONUMLY 


THE QUEEN YISITS “ THE SLOPERIES.” 


“If Her Majesty only knew how deep-seated is the feeling in the great body of her subjects to see her once more among them, her visit to ‘The 
Sloperies, to see ‘Poor Pa’s Relics, would only be the first of a succession of similar appearances in public.” Exrract rxom A Lerten or Toorsie’s. 


ll 


MORE ARMORIAL BEARINGS (ith and without Neenes), A NICE SORT OF SERVANT BIRL, 


sir Arthur Richard Varney Roberts (known as Arthur Roberts), appeared tu answer a summons for wearing and using armorial bearings without a licence.” 


ioe . ‘A youNG woman, who, in the course of nine years, managed 
to murder with impunity some forty odd unfortunate vietims, 
her employers, their families, their relations, and her fellow 
' servants, surely deserves the attention of the chronicler of 
' criminal curiosities. 

Such a person was Miss Helen Jegado. 

She was a clever cook, aud during the first eight years in 
which she was busy with the poison, bore a character for piety 
and virtue gratifying to reflect upon. Her affection, tuo, for 
the poor wretch she was torturing to death was effusive in 
the extreme. She would weep bitterly. At the close of this 
period, however, it began to be found out that her conduct 
was often yrossly immoral, and that she was a secret drunkard 
and petty thief. 

That she could have pursued her career of crime so long 
without detection seems at first incredible; yet, 1t must be 
said, that at the time cholera was raging, the symptoms of 
which much resemble arsenical poisoning, and that also the 
French provincials, among whom she lived, entertained a 

sculiar superstitious aversion to the opening of a dead 


Her little story begins in 183u, when, with her sister, she 
took up her abode at the house of a priest. Here seven persons 
were taken ill, including her sister. All were nursed by Helen, 
and all died. At her next place, where her aunt was also in 
service, three died, including the aunt. In her next, two died, 
3. Tuotsie is proud of her armorial bearings! a third, refusing her services when ill, recovered after a long 
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and severe illness. Helen wept. “ Where’er I go,” said she, “death 
follows me.” 

A widow next took Helenon. She died in three days. She entered 
the service of another widow, and, in about a week, she and three 
other residents in the house lay dead. 

For a while she retired into a convent, but was expelled for mis- 
behaving herself, and entering the service of another woman, this 
latter died but shortly afterwards. “Ah, me!” wept Helen; ‘the 
family die wherever 4 go.” At her next place the mistress was 
taken ill, and Helen would stay no longer. A friend of the sick 
woman's, on hearing she had gone, said, ‘You have hada lucky 
escape. That monster Jegado is a poisoner.” , 

At her next place the mistress died. At the next the master’s 
son. At the next the master, and at the next again the mistress. 
Then she went to live with a family, where a child died, and its 
mother and grandfather were taken seriously ill, They recovered, 
but lost the use of their limbs for several years. 

The last of these murders—for such there is little doubt they 
were—occ in 1841. For eight years she appears to have laid 
aside the poison, to begin again in 1850. Then she went to live at 
an inn, where she fell in love with the ostler, and removed val 
by poison. The latter, dying in agonizing tortures, said, “ What 
as gives me seems to hurt me more than what I take from others. 
They forbade Helen to go near her. “ But I love her so much,” she 
cried; “why am I not allowed to nurse her?” The girl died, and 
the family refused to allow a post-mortem examination. 

Her last place was at a lawyer’s, where she poisoned two servant- 
sirls, and attempted the life of a third, and then at length—surely 
i was time—the guilt was brought home to her. The bodies of her 
three last victims were opened, and found to contain arsenic. On 
her trial, Helen declared that she did not know what arsenic was. 
Three packets of powders—one saffron, one brown, and the other 
white—had been seen in her box by two or three witnesses. These 
had disappeared. She swore they had never existed. She also 
swore she tasted all the food and medicine her last victim took. In 
a half-emptied glass arsenic was found. She was tried on seventeen 
distinct c! of murder, when counsel allowed her guilt, but 
attributed it to a strange monomania, that rendered her irresponsible. 
This availed her not, and she was executed protesting her innocence. 

° 


e e * * * 

“William,” said the fairest-headed of the Beautiful Boys, “if 
Evelina was to put poison in the treacle pudding !” ; 

“ Alexandry,” said his friend William, otherwise known as Billy 
the Blood Besmirched, “I have no reason to suppose that my sister 
bears me any ill will. Have I done aught to merit her resentment?” 

“T know not,” responded he who in his tranquil home circle was 
ordinarily shouted to as Alexandry; ‘but you've made it pretty 
warm for her now and then. ‘Twas but yesterday 7 arranged the 
bluetack, point upwards, in her chair cushion, and plumped her down 
on it sudden. e day before yesterday was when you hanged her 
favourite tom cat on scientific uerey: The previous day you gave 
that cat her cherished gold fish. Need I say more——” . 

But here William fell on him, and for the next five minutes 
Cocker himself could not have counted their arms and legs. 
(Next week the Brighton Murder.) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


*.° Owing to the demand on our we cannot guarantee to 
1 Sreeamete the eoeseaai kon an pha 
page i pai 

Editer, or to cay member of “Tus amiLy,” will be 
answered in due course. 


N. CuamBercain (Newport, Monmouthshire).—It is rumoured that 
Auty’s Old Hat has been sent to the British Museum.—Lapy 
Fiwieywinksicum.— We have given it to Lord Bob.——Haany Hot- 
GATE.—ALLY sends his compliments. ——F. O. 8.— Yes; there will be 
many good tales—Snatcher's tail among the number.—A. BaxeR- 
Kent (Macclesfield).— We are inundated with MS8., 80 must decline 
yours with thanks——Apam (London).—Shall have consideration. 
——F. Geast (Nottingham).— Atty begs that you will not refer to 
the “ Mooeher’s Arms ""—it is a paiafel subject——An ANxIOUBLyY- 
Expgctant Future F.O.S.—You are right 3 the “Haty-Horway” 
will cure anything, and make a“ cure" a sensible person. Sorry 
we cannot use sketches——Constant Reaves (Portsmouth).—ALLy 
wishes you a‘ Happy New Year."——Turer YorksHine Reavers 
(Rotherham).—The Eminent will wear the New Hat on festive 
uccasions, when he has some one to take care of him and the Hat. 
——Joun Pryor (Manchester).—ALty has no box for his New Hat, 
but he daresay somebody will soon—too soon—box it.—Hamisu 
Anovs Eacutn McNas or tuat Inx (Newark).—Our McNab és aware 
that he is not connected with you by marriage or otherwise, but says 
the former might be moneged if you have a phage, Reg ess 3 
Noxis (Peckham).—Miss Sloper says your story about Poor Pa 
heading a riot in Shoe Lane is, like most stories, imaginary. Poor 
Pa has “turned over a new leaf,” and means to continue “turning 
over new leaves." ——E. Copxrx (Bournemouth).— The Eminent has 
not been “on the loose” lately—he has only been“ on the tight.” 
The extract you send from a Bournemouth paper (wherein a man 
charged with being drunk, and being asked his name, gave that o 
ALLY SiopsRr, and then asked for a bible, which he speee tore up 
Atty has read, and denies that individual to be related to him. 
—— 
Rates of Subscription for “ Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday.” 
To part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, and United 
= wf States of America, post-free: 
3 months, 1s. 8d.; 6 months, 3e. 3d.; 12 monthe, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.0.0.'s payable to W. J. Suvxins, 


“Tug SLopzais,” 99 Sooz Lanz, Frzzt Street, Lonpon, E.0, 


AGENT FOR PARIS: 
WwW. ©. HARRISSE, 3 RUE LAFAYETTE, 
Of whom Copies may always be had, price 90 centimes each. 


QUITH A NOVELTY. 
£5:5:0 


and “Tue Storer Awarp or Merit” will be given to the first 
couple who get married through the introduction afforded them 
“Tootsie’s MatrimoniaL AGENcy.” As Tootsie knows very well 
that many people require a good deal of time to think the matter 
over before finally “ coming up to the scratch” this Competition will 
be kept open for one month. Address— 
Miss TOOTSIE SLOPER, 
“ Hymeneal Department,” 
“Tus SLorenis,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.O. 
°,° The List will close on Satunpay, Arzit 10TH. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


Tue innocent and appetising shrimp has ey claimed a victim 
in the person of a little boy, who managed to get the head of one too 
far down his throat for recovery, but not far enough for digestion. 
It was the prickly headdress which the sbrimp affects, and with 
which he does battle with his watery enemies, which avenged a 
premature death, by sticking in the gullet of his consumer. 


No. 98.—The “Lent” 
Costume. 


By Miss Sloper. 


HARD TIMES! 


Doubtful Character (moraliziny), 
I'm blessed 


Young Fizgigs fancies fer is imbued with his- Yes, times is bi 


triunic talent, but, alas! can't remember his . 
13 there's anybody about new with a 
yas. He's in an awful fix, and wiehes he were cket worth pickin’! I tell 


engaged in his usual occupation—viz., servin, ? b aca 
behind the counter at Marshatt & Snelgrov ce Hens iand 's a-goin’ to the dorge! 


RIOTERS BEWARE !—(Air: “If a Lassie.”) 
If a bobby mect a ruffan busy on the “ loot," 
Need a bobby let_him do it, now he’s armed to shoot ?—BiLL HIGGiNs, 


Ints® paupers are fed on the fat of the land occasionally. Twice 

a week they are allowed an ounce of porcine adipose matter. With 

the exception of this bi-weekly sybaritic enjoyment, they exist 

mainly on one pound of bread and eight ounces of Indian meal per 

diem. Would it not be i in the end to give all these unfortu- 
s 


nate souls unrestricted f of Houndsditch sausages, unsaleable a A REAL BEAK.” ‘ 
hcg : nar ae ind’ has a 
lobsters, tripe « la measly, vache, and rotten fruit? Paupers are rather “racy "divorce cases, “Seems as if Pour little Tommy doesn't feel very 


not expensive to bury. he had enjoyed them, docen’t he? well; he's eatem so many pancakes, 


BL 


Tue Russians are the politest people on the face of the globe, yet 
they are the most savage. ey soar far higher than the ancient 
nobles of France in courtesy, and sink lower modern Limerick 
roughs in brutality. The following story of Russian manners thirty 
years back is well authenticated. ‘Soon after the outbreak of the 
Crimean war, an order was issued by the Russian Government for 
supplies of lint, rags, etc., for the use of the wounded—these supplies 

furnished by the wealthier classes. A lady who remarked at, 
judging from the success of the allies these supplies would not be 
ujred, was summoned by the police, found guilty of using treason- 
able language, and sentenced to be whipped. In the court crowded 
with people a space was pecmpely cleared. The pale trembling 
woman was divested of her clothes, and being held by four men, a 
whip was applied to her body by a tall muscular executioner. After 
a few strokes, drops of the lady's blood and pieces of her flesh were 
flying about in all directions. On receiving the exact number of 
lashes ordered, she was carried away in an ost dying condition.” 
Such was life in Russia thirty years ago. It is very little better 
now, especially in remote districts. 


s 
Hazes in March are mad as hatters, 
Who are hare-brained, great and small ; 
Which are madder little matters— 
Lovers maddest are of all. 


When a soldier on aqher is, 
And observes, with hat and stick, 


oO 
One of our high-mettled ladies, 
He becomes a lunatic! 


Who can think of martial duty, 
Or the Adjutant’s directions, 
When in March a marching beauty 
Marches into his affections ? 


s 

A vican’s daughter, who teaches in a Church Sunday-school, has 
severely reprimanded some of her flock for having dared to attend a 
Congregational chapel, to hear the youngsters of a Dissenting Sunday- 
school sing and recite. The vicar’s daughter, in a stern, harsh voice, 
told her straying lambkins that “only dirty, bad children went. to 
such places,” and that they deserved for their offence to be made to 
stand and be exposed before the whole Soneeneseane in church. 
This charmingly Christian young lady would have posed as a nice 
warm member in the gay old days, when difference of opinion on 
religious questions meant the weaker party being frizzled on a slow 
fire, or torn to pieces by wild animals, 


s 
Tue military have always maintained their high reputation for 
liteness towards young ladies; but a private in the 
‘usiliers, who, in the openness of his heart, offered a bottle labelled 
poison to a fair maiden, and implored her to refresh herself out of 
it, really carried amorous gallantry a@ little too far. 


Wuen Goldsmith first showed the “ Vicar of Wakefield” to John- 
son, the latter chanced to hold the manuscript upside down. Gold- 
smith pointed this out to his friend, after some time had elapsed. 
“Sir,” said Dr. Johnson, “your remark reminds me of the old 
woman who went into the garden to cut a cabbage-leaf to make an 
apple-pie of. ‘What! no soap?’ said the barber. If you make any 
more of your confounded remarks about your book I won't read it 
: a Oliver, feeling the justice of the reproof, took snuff, and 


ss 
s 


“Young lovers lately wed,” or those 
Who figure as —— 

And they whose bashful nature shows 
In glances what they can't say ; 

These are with but one thought imbued, 
How to be kind and pl: ; 

In other words, their attitude 
Is that of vis-a-vis-ing. 


That when a brief instalment flies 
Of time, that edazx verum, 
They're found in such an altered guise, , 
One can’t forbear to jeer ’em. 
The causes of such change to trace 
We take to diagnosing, 
To quote again a dancing phrase, 
Our friends are—dos-a-c los-ing. 


A sukvron should make a good artist because—he draws teeth, 
mauls faces, tickles the palette, paints the nude, is studios-ly inclined, 
is a good draughtsman, sometimes ketches fevers, pmarally acts as 
an ease-all, canvasses for an appointment, and frames the address, 
stipple-ates how much you shall pay, laughs when he has picture 

et, and colours if you accuse him of it. 


2 
Aw unfortunate male creature calledon Uncle Boftin, themagistrate, 
and him to use his influence to stop a dreadful female, who 
occupied the next room to him in a | -house, from performing 
on the violin all night and every t with an unresined bow. 
“The sounds are ghostly, ghastly, and Wagnerian, your worship,” 
cried the man; “and the partition is remarkably thin.” Uncle 
Boftin tted he was powerless in the matter, and the complain- 
ant left the court, after asking an official whether he knew of a shop 
in the neighbourhood where a second-hand barrel organ and a big 
drum could be bought cheaply. . . 
* 


A wipow was charged the other day with stealing a pair of boots. 
Uncle Boffin said he knew her face well, and she seemed to be 
remarkably fond of stealing boots. The gaolor informed his worship 
that she had been at the court numbers of times, and always on the 
same charge—boot stealing. She'd got quite a mania for other people’s 
boots. She preferred Bluchers when she could get them, but side- 
spring boots, Balmorals, buttoned boots, side-laced boots, and Welling- 
tons all came in for a share of her attention. She didn’t seem to care 
much about either shoes or epyers. The prisoner here wept, and 
remarked that she would stake her soul never to do anything of the 
kind again; but on being sentenced to three months’ hard labour, 
she shouted somewhat defiantly, “ What boots it?” adding, ‘ There’s 
nothing like leather, old cockywax!” 


* 

On ty a single golden hair! 

How round one’s heart it twines, 
Only a single golden hair ! 

Clinging like claspy vines ; 
Only a single golden Thais! 

One’s dreams of love to utter, 
Only a single golden hair! 

And I found it in the butter ! 


* 
Tue al ae German who is supposed to hear of the death of 
his mother-in-law, or the burning down of his uninsured premises 
with equally unruffled equanimity, is running the volatile Frenchman 
very hard in the matter of suicide. A day’s list of suicides in Berlin, 
published lately, includes one case by poisoning, two by shooting, 
one by throat cutting, two by hanging, one by lying down in front of 
a train, one by drowning, and one by suffocation with charcoal fumes. 


Members of Parliament can afford to chuckle now at the awkward 
questions that were put to them when they were addressing meetings 
of electors. A silver-haired old gentleman smiled sunnily the other 
day as he informed us that one fellow with a fur cap, a red belcher, 
and no linen visible, had shouted to him in a severe and almost 
parental tone: “ Now, you sir! ’ave you left orf of a kissin’ yer 
ousemaid in the ’all when she lets you hin of aevenin’? I don’t 
want no hevasiv’ hanswer; say plain ‘ Yes!’ or ‘No!’” 


“Woy are you when you go to the theaytre like a spud full o’ 
eyes?” “Cos I ain’t, ye fule.” 

si orra, you are—you're a speckt tater.” 

‘Ye blatherin’ hijjut. You ain't a spectator at all, at all—you're 
4 order-torium !” 


Saturday, March 13, 1886.) 


nerick 
thirty TOOTSIE AT THE ALHAMBRA. 
of the —~——— 
me! id Tuy have got @ very good show on just now at the Alhambra, 
that it since the genial Charles has been there in power, that has 
not be usually been the case. 
saaoas: Such a crowd there is every 
owded night; Ishould fancy the proprietors 
bling pat themselves on the back for 
sane «= having conceived the happy idea of 
After y going in tor 
s were : music hall 
ber of business 
tion.” instead of 
better — 
ong - 
wiaisd, te- 
dious pieces 
with which 
they were 
once in the 
~ habit of do- 
{ sing the 
long -suffer- 
ing public. 
suppose, 
from what 
the Dook 
Snook has 
told me, 
| that when 
Is has | was abo. 
Saaye lished a 
i good deal of 
voice, the charm 
oe es Lillie Lee. of the Al- 
ham bra 
ah was taken away. He says it was infinite joy to the youthful gosling 
on ‘o contemplate closely the shapely short-skirted girl, a many 
slow more or less lasting friendships and betrothals therefrom re- 
pulted. 
Those were the days, too, he says, when the refreshment room 
in for pstairs was @ sight to see, and generally it was rather jolly. From 
e e chuckling of the foolish creature when telling me this, I 
velled ad nresume his own conduct to have been, at this period, indis- 
rect. 
ut of Le Bivouae is decidedly a ballet to go and see. A more trousery 
roupe of young persons I have not gazed upon for a long while. 
John. heir evolutions and military manceuvres are so extremely good, 
Gold. that if we could only 
peed. depend on them not run- / 
e old ming away at the first : 
ka kn hot, I should be in- x 
saa lined to say Tommy 
ad Pf Atkins mien Les peess 
eously replac y the 
y and ommayed Girl. 
eeth, 
ined, 
ts as 
J 
ture 
rate, 
ti 
bow. 
hip, ” 
ncle 
in- 
shop ¥ “ Friv.” friends of Tootsie's in Le Bivouac. F 
a big " | Lillie Lee dances very charmingly, and is loudly applauded, 
d Miles. Marie and Vivian come in for a fair share of public 
Aavours. There are, Iam told, more than two hundred girls employed 
oots. We the Ballet. The stage manager must have a time of it 
o be Besides the dancing, though, there was my old friend Jolly John 
ship ‘ash, looking as jolly as ever. I believe he will actually die a-laugh- 
| the ng if he doesn’t mind.. The Two Macs, too, of course you have seen, 


ple’s “hut they will bear seeing more than once. By the way, do they really 


side- ever hurt themselves? It is awful to see the way they bump on 
ling- ‘Ho the top of each other. I screamed. 
care The Brothers Griffiths and their Blondin Donkey are very funny 
and also. If they 
the ever get a new 
jour, animal, they 
pre’s ‘ht send the 
tail to Poor 
Pa's Museum. 
The Arabs 
from Covent 
Garden Circus 
are wonder- 
fully dexter- 
ous. As Isaid 
before, it is a 
good show. 
y The at 
h of a 
Lises 
man 
rlin, 
ing, | 
it of 
nes. ! 
yard 
ings 
ther 
her, 
20st 
yer 
on’t 
lo — ballet was 
over, I went 
The Two Macs. d to see 


wre 
f it 
friends from the Friv.; and afterwards, feeling taint, Br fre da 
with two to the Cavour, where, at another table, who do you think 
I saw, all alone, and looking so sad ?—the Prince ! 
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THE LADY-HELP. 
—_——— 
arbi sat under the umbrella in Portlington Square. They sipped 


THE WALTZ OF THE’ SEASON!!! 
Played at Balls. Played at Theatres. Played in all the Panto- 


mimes. Played at Coneerts. Played at Music Halls. Played | their They had everything in life t ) 
at Public Dinners. Played by the Military Bands. Plaved sequently they were not io Sn cne emamiaeaiiae ites 
ty 


on the Street Organs. Played Everywhere. ’ we want an occupation,” said the Hon. Miss Mary. ‘We're 
ored out ; 


ALLY SLOPER’S WALTZ, | sii oi 
Composed by Charles Godfrey, tain. We're ne 


(BANDMASTER OF THE ROYAL HORSE GUARDS,) 
FOR THE PIANO, 
TWOPENCE ; Post-free, 3d. 


*,° In answer to numerous requests, A. Storer, F.O.M., has got his 
friend, Mn. Cuantes Goprrey, to arrange his Waltz for Brass and 
String Bands. The separate scores for both will be ready shortly, 
and will be forwarded (free of charge) to any Bandmaster, Profes- 
sional, or Amateur, on application to 


“THE BANDMASTER,” 
“Tur SLopsntzs,” 


death with 


99 § very old days 
# Shoe Lane, London, E.C. = three mon 
CARP-ING CRITICS. ives > 
Fisn stories, like the Eminent, are, as a rule incredible ; indeed, thing new, or“. 
they are led nowadays as mere forms of fireside fiction, allowable | We die 2 


to anglers as compensation for sitting all day in a punt and catching 


noeing: , But fi mares — — find victims. When an . Yes, dear,” ; 
en correspondent ki the sea-serpent in Oban Bay h 88 s6 
Rescet bed the death-struggles so graphically’ the “firing of p Bod Smith. 


volleys into its head by the local volunteer corps,” and all that, that 
Frank Buckland telegraphed to the chief hotel for a bed, and was on 
his way to Euston ere he could be made to believe it was the work 
of an imaginative Scotchman. In Richmond recently scores of 
people paid a penn: y @ pee to see what, on a tented barrow, p' ted 
to be “a monster fish,” 107 years old, just caught. It proved to bea 
carp of abont eight pounds. which had been found dead by the ice- 
removers in Richmond Park ponds. 
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“They sat under the Umbrella.” 


curate or the solicitor as the dernier matrimonial ressor —“‘ yes, 
dear Mary, what we want is an ‘occupation.’” 

“A woman ought to have something to do,” said Miss Flora. ‘I 
must have something to do Pa has only five hundred a year, and 
I ought not to be a burden to him. I telf you, Mary dear, what | 
shall go in for. I shall bes ‘lady-help.’” 

Then Flora walked home in the moonlight with many a pensive 
sigh. She meant to be a lady-help—that was a duty she performed 
voluntarily, but still not bee 

“Pa,” she said on enteri e studio, “pa, dear, I mean to go 
and earn my living in the wide, wide world.’ 

Then her father burst into tears, and clasped her to his manly 
heart, and after borrowing the pocket-money of her that her great 
and well-to-do aunt had given her, gave her his blessing, and wished 
her all good fortune that the world might bestow upon her. 


FAILURE. 


I aways was fond of a promising hack 
(I'm reckon’d a judge of his kind!), 

And yet when I find myself safe on his back, 
I do not feel easy in mind! 

For a mile we may share the delights of the way, 
But soon after that, I must own, 

He usually shies, and, I am sorry to say, 
Continues his journey alone. 


I once fell in love—it was ages ago— 
With a fa who was fair as a rose; 

I dreamt of her eyes, and her shoulders of snow, 
As other fools do, I suppose. 

But she was a flirt, and she quite turn’d my head, 
Till down I came Lang dye the floor; 

I told her my love, and lai hingly said, 
“T think you a shocking old bore!” 


e * * * e 

So Miss Flora Smithson engaged to be lady-help and general 
maid-of-all-work at Mrs. Montmorency Gibbs, the spouse of a re- 
spectable solicitor, who did a little in the Bankruptcy Court line, and 
a great deal in the bill disooanting #3y; 

en when Mr. Montmorency Gibbs came home, and she opened 
the door to him, she would say, ‘How well you're looking, Mr. Gibbs'”’ 

Then Mr. Gibbs, who was of a sociable and friendly turn, but who 
was not always so discreet as he might have been, kissed Flora in a 
friendly and fatherly manner. ; 

Mrs. Gibbs was looking over the staircase. 

“You wretch!’ she cried, to Mr. Gibbs. 

Then Flora burst into tears, and said, “ The worst thing in being 
amenial is that low-minded, uneducated people always mistake 
servility for civility.” p : 

Then another day, when Mr. and Mrs. Gibbs were at dinner, Mrs. 
Gibbs remarked that she did not like Mr. Irving as an actor. 

“Ah,” said Miss Flora, who was waiting at table as a lady-help, 
“you are not capable of understanding these matters. Your pa was 
only a retired pastry man. You have had no proper education in 
art or in anything else.” : . 

Then Mrs. Gibbs, who was a low person, said,“ You're an impudent 
hussy! Go out of the room.” 

e 


e * * * * 

Flora went home to her father to spend the holidays, and told him 
that, in some respects, she considered her career as a domestic to be 
a failure. ; 

“My dear,” he replied, “ you do not realize your exact position 
sufficiently. When you are in Rome you must do as Rome does ; 
and when you are a servant you must do as servants do. You must 
accommodate yourself to your actual circumstances.” 

“T will, father,” replied Flora, bursting into tears; “my fate may 
be humiliating, but I will yield to circumstances.” 


e * * ° e . 

Flora went back to Mrs. Gibbs, and humbly beg; her pardon, 
and spoke consistently in the language of the o inary domestic, 
and, though a lady of birth, adapted herself to circumstances in 
every respect. ; 

“Forgive me, mum,” she said, with a deep sob, ‘TI shall never 
make no manner o’ sheeps’ eyes at master again, and I'll never talk 
to yer about Shickspur, and all that, an more.” ‘ 

Then the night after, as she sat in the kitchen in her rorty little 
lace cap, the policeman on the beat whistled down the area. 

She went out and spoke to him. “I mean to accommodate myself 
to my position, 80, Bobby dear, which is it, bread and cheese and 
kisses, or cold leg o’ mutton and a talk on the airey steps?” 

. * e 


THE MIRTH-PROVOKING CLOWN. 


Waar clowns and pantaloons do in the summer is popularly 
sappoeed to be a mystery as profound as the authorship of “Junius.” 
With the speroact of winter they blossom forth in big type, but 
where are they and what do they do in the off season if they have 
not a public house to keep or money enough put by to keep them ? 

Do clowns when they grow old become pantaloons? Not always. 
Men have often started as pantaloons and become clowns. There 
are several sorts of clowns: the legitimate stage clown, the canvas 
clown, the circus clown, the clown at a penny gaff, and the street 
clown, Life is none too rosy with some of these. ‘Most of the 
street clowns die in the workhouses,” said one of them when inter- 
viewed by a reporter. ‘In their old age they are yrnecelly wretched 
and poverty-stricken. I can’t say what I think will be the end of me. 
I daren’t think of it, sir.’ And a few mimutes afterwards the 
reporter saw him dancing and singing as though he were the lightest- 
hearted fellow in all London. 

Chea beihos mongers delight in representing a clown as the father 
or husband of some fair fragile girl who falls and breaks her bones, 
or in rescuing whom he breaks his own. That kind of nonsense is 
almost always sure to be popular. He is also very frequently depicted 
as a solemn long-faced man, moody and taciturn in private lite. The 
clowns I have known have in society mostly been men of few words. 
But there seemed to be no secret sorrow gnawing at their hearts. 

“Who wouldn’t be a waggybone, it’s such a jolly lark?” sings the 

t, anda lark it must be to recompense the poor strolli Jack 

dding for all the hardships he is compelled to put up with, and 
the miserable pay so often doled out to him. Some ma have their 
clownship thrust upon them, but not many, T should think. 

How many boys, I wonder, have longed to be clowns ? and for that 
matter, how many ladies, big and little, fallen in love with them? A 
carriage lady before now has married a clown. 

What is the relationship between clown and columbine ? The 
general impression is, I fancy, the columbine in Digi life is Mrs. 
Harlequin; but this is not always the case, and I have known a 
stepmother play columbine to her stepson’s clown. 

‘oes the clown make his own jokes as well as invent the comic 
business? I think, by the fine old crusty flavour, the verbal 
pleasantries have mostly been “ handed down.” A clown questioned 
on the subject said, “I have read a great deal of Punch, but the jokes 
are nearly all too high there. Indeed, I can’t say I think very much 
of them myself. The principal way in which T’'ve got up my own 
jokes is through associating with other clowns.” 

A clown’s life is at all times a hard one, and occasionally even & 
martyrdom, and it is a well known fact that a clown had jhis jaw 
broken by a blow with a property baby, and went on playing for four 
hours after the accident with the fragments of broken bone still in 
his face, to different audiences, each performance lasting a little over 
half an hour. His subsequent tortures in consequence of impro r 
medical treatment are too dreadful to write down here. ‘ Don't they 
hurt themselves?” I have often heard asked. Rather, sometimes. 
————————————oo——aaSsSs>soomoro>n> 


F.O.S. 


The Eminent has this day conferred his 


AWARD OF MERIT 
Upon the following Ladies and Gentlemen, the Qualifications being 
stated beneath each name. 
E. J. Poynter, R.A., 
Because he tackled the “ British 
Matron." 
Sivs REEvEs, 
Because he pursues the even 
tenor of his way. 
Kate Rorkz, 
Because you always see: Rorke's 
arift. 


* e e 
“It is well,” said the old father, when Flora had written to him 
telling him of how she had behaved; “honest labour is the golden 
crown to the virtuous woman. Bea lady-help, bat act like the humble 
maid-of-all-work.” 


* * * * * . 
And now it is a sweet and a sight to see Miss Flora Smith- 
son, whose uncle is a peer, an whose other uncle isa bishop, walkin 


in the park with her friends, each with her favourite in the Blues, 


the Marines, or the 42nd, who has strayed up to town. 


Wituiam Brack, 
Because he's a big author. 


Leonora Branay, 
Because she's “one little maid 
from school.” 


SamuEL BREMNER, 
Because he built the new “SLOPER 
Printing Machine.” 
Justice Butt, 
Because he said there was no evi- 
dence against Sir Charles Dilke. 
Sm WI1Lu1amM JENNER, 
Because Alexandry has been 
vaccinated, 


Davip James, 
Because he’s Blueskin. 


Sm Cares Russet, M.P., 
Because he's been made Attorney- 
General. 
Mrs. Jonn Woop, 
Because she's younger than ever. 
CHaBLES WyNDHAM, 
Because “ he is so volatile.” 


“ Fach with her favourite.” 


“Be a lady-help, work honestly, and adapt yourself to circum- 
stances.” So says Mr. Ruskin and his followers, who, of course, 
know all about it, although, as a matter of course, they may not be 
fathers of large families of marriageable daughters. This is an age 


ao THE SLopenies,” 99 Shoe Lane, 
of progress. 


March 13th B86. Fleet Street,:London, E.C. 


x4 ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


< ~ PASTORALS IN S:ATE PENCIL—BY “THE SLOPERIES” OFFICE BOY. 
Art Patronage in Fossilford 


NEW HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 

“ Charles I. was not executed. Cromwell, after the 
sentence, struck with remorse, presen himeelt 
to Charles, and persuaded the king to exchanrce 
clothes with him, and so suffered in his stead."— 
Ertraet by Cousin Evelina. 


A 


An artist Nas coins down to take a few sketches “Eh, mun, but that be moighty foine like.” ‘ Tho'rt roight, lad—wha’' do'st think it a’ abont®” ‘Canna 
thee see, mun, it’s trees and ‘ouses loik?""** Sure-ly! and which be t' roight yend oon?" Mra. Stoper “ taking a walk down Fleet Street.’ 


THE ERROR—A TALE OF BURMAH. 


Vile 
“ Vaee 
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ANOTHER FRENCH DUEL 
At Moiran, recently, two hot-blooded members of the 
Extreme Left, MM. C. and D. fought with stilettos at six 


—— 


paces. Leg dag ecg dager ae for hours, pene agen ms iy S ITE = : obey 
appearing ave the advantage. en -. whose This is Qual » Ring And this is his fa- ov rporal- T f H. 
we n, by an oversight, was sharp atthe point, accidental}: of the Hullakabanbans. vourite monkey, weenie Lop agg MEL ri i “aah 
pric! his finger, the seconds :leclared theaffairatan en Rungbong, the Bean- brains out of poor Dengbann in mis- 

— ae ~ ‘ <— o tifal. 


take(itbeing dusk) foroneof bis wives. 


Mr. Twaddle encountered a soldier and a sailor the other 


rs day. “ Comrade and messmate,” said he, “ are you men with y 
{ families?" (They were.) ‘ Then tear those medals from . 
your breasts, desert, and leave your children chargeable And brought before his infuriated monarch. “May it P cone) your Royal Highness, my 103rd wife, “Oh! under those circumstances, thou § 
to the parish, or they will grow up wishing to emulate you, him be boiled alive! after which——But stay thedusky Dabadildock, displeased me, and inthe gloom art PARDONED! 4 
and, thirsting for blood, will reach a felon’s grave!" _ id of gathering night I mistook poor Bungbung for her!” Populace without, “ He is free ! & 
? — : NS Ss = = 


> 
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A STRANGE CASE.—When a man takes 
a packing-rase for a bed, Mr. McGooacley 
thinks it’s about time he shonld go to Bed-lam. 


ea 
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POOR LITTLE TOODLEBOY THE FIRST SET 
Has been thinking over the great Gate Difficulty eversinee we last heard of him, She. Mamma gays the young men of the present da: F 1 % 

but the Hon. Miss Like res bd was 60 dreadfully. impatient, “It's easy enoneh, of | THE REVEREND SMILER.—The pet of all | old ones. fe. repites say ?— i She. On Lagres Le frags ayy ak 

course,” said Toddleboy to himeelf, “if yon only know how it's done the young ladies in onr congregation. | (But he does not quite like it, though. 


1e 


THE LION’S BOOT-Y. 

Wishing to outdo young University gentlemen 
who cross the Channel in a wager boat, and sea- 
captains who sail in cockle shells from foreign 
parts to Loudon, several persons have recently 
attempted similar exploita. For instance, a keeper 
at the Zoo put his head in a lion’s mouth the other 
day. When feeding-time came round, the animal, 
strange to say, had no appetite. 


"ARRY_ IN PARRY. 
“Come, I say, five francs! Isa bock then two 
francs, fifty?” “Oh, no, sir. A bock is only fifty 
centimes. The chairs are two francs each.” 


* A terrible story,” said I, shuddering. “Tis trew 
—trew, every worrd,” said the old man. ‘“ But 
mind,” and his eye scemed to scorch my very 800. 
as he shook his bony finger at me, “if ye be one o' 
them SLoPrR chaps, and puts it in print, I'll sarve 
ie the loike.” And with a shriek he disappeared. 

f this shoald ever meet his eye, Heaven bap me! 
[Letter from a “ HaLF-HoLipay" Correspondent, 


7 


“SO GALE-Y, OH! THE MARCH WINDS BLOW.” 


Rude Butcher Boy, Keep your hair on, guy'ner 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


“But ye are deed,” said McSnatchum, “ the 


muckle Laird left yer meesnre, and said ye 
were deed.” 


oS = a ae 


or no, ye crook 


TOO CRUEL. 
| _ My little man, why 
don't you live in the 
hot-house from which 
yon gathered that 
flower, then you 
might grow taller! 


out of the sea. 


place. 


McNAB OF THAT 


* 3° A eurious eoincidenecr, too, that the Buninent sie hl hare bern 


McNab was aroused early one morning last week by a bumping 
at his door, and, looking out, beheld— 


s 
The Elder came out hastily, saying, ‘ ae ye see whether am 
le.” 


AN AS4 WEDNESDAY EPISODE. 
| Anna Maria. I'm very sorry, mem, I'm sure, 
‘ that the fish wasn't to your liking, but I've only 
been used to cooking salt fish, mem. that comes 
Mistress But fish are not 
caught ready salted, you must know. 
‘Anna Maria (proud of her superior kaow- 
ledge). Oh, yes, mem, excuse me, but I think | 
it’s so, as I've heard it frequently in my last | 


HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ILK; 


\ 


“A'll mak ye pay for the koofin, noo 
that it’s made. Think shame o’ yersell 
for no being deed, ye skoondril.”’ 


“qi 


QUERY. 

Is this the sale of 
the Blenheim _pic-; 
tures by the Duke’ 
himself, or Mr. Wood, 
of Christie and Man- 
son's, on “the foul"? 


OR, THE LAIRO'S LITTLE JOKE. 


reported dead the same ic ok 


MeSnatchum with 


acoffin. ‘Am no deed,” roared the Elder, ‘and I want 
nane o’ yer koofins.’ 


After alittle unseemliness, intermingled with warm 
references to each other's optics, 


=——> 


Then they proceeded homewards thus, chanting the dirge, 


“Cruel, cruel Skotlan’ canna bury its deed.” 


MEANT SARCASTIC. 


Waiter Qvho has just brought him his sicthenp). You don't like colfee, sir 
Guest. Oh, yes, I do; I'm very fond of a little coifee, but Ihave 
founded lot of water here to get that little! 


to drink such a con- 


io = 


£6 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


(Saturday, March 18, 1886. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 
aioe 

Tur agitation throughout Germany for the suppression of the 
gambling hell at Monaco is spreading. The solution considered 
most practicable is 
that France should, 
either alone or in 
common with the 
other Powers, buy up 
independent Monaco, 
and then put an en 
to the gaming. What 
does Prince Bismarck 
say? Perhaps Monaco 
won't be bought up, so 
what can then be 


done? Gambling, 
like bull-fighting, dies 
hard. e* 


Tur much-beloved 
bull-fighting of the 
Spaniards is about to 
be recommenced in 
Madrid, a stop having 
heen put to it during 
the mourning for the 
late King Alfonso. 
The profession of 
Torrero is not a bad 

ying one, and fol- 
ows closely upon that 
of a prima donna. 
Lagartijo, who is em- 
ployed for the sum- 
mer season at £6,000, 
made, during the win- 
ter in the provincess, 
£10,000. Tor this he 
killed 345 bulls. 


Some short time back, A. Storer, T.W.M., and Mrs. S. were 
present at Mr. C. R. Bryan’s “ Japanese and Fancy Dress Ball,” held 
at his Assembly Kooms, College Street, Chelsea. There was a dis- 
tinguished rag ed present, including the Duke of Cambridge, but 
ALLY was the feature — es; ly his nose—of the ball. To the 
seductive strains of his Waltz he floated round with a dear, sweet, 
kiss-me-again sort of girl, Mrs. S.’s optics being ‘on the track.” 
The Ball was kept rolling until 5 a.m.,and when ALLy at last left, 
he sett His ‘nami behind him, unfortunately he couldn't do likewise 
with Mrs. S. 


Ax attempt is being made in France to suppress post-cards, these 
handy missives being frequently used as a means of abuse and of 
publishing anonymous libels. 


* 
* 


In aclever book by Mr. James Greenwood, called the Seven Curses 
of London, I, the other day, came across this passage, not inappro- 
priate to the existing 
state of things :—“ It 
would be a happy alter- 
ation if some milder 
term than pauper 
might be inven to 
distinguish the indus- 
trious worker, tempo- 
rarily distressed, so as 
to be pcan polio’ toavail 
himself of a little paro- 
chial assistance from 
the confirmed and { 
habitual recipient of ¢ 
the workhouse dole. 
As was pertinently re- 
marked by Colonel 
manne “ pare Hee 
people who are fond o' 
Coaling forward the 
offensive doctrine, that 
a man whoisa are; 
as they call » has 
thereby become unfit 
ever in to exercise 
the self-reliance and 
independence in any 
other country neces- — 
sary to procure him a living, the want of which qualities has brought 
him to the abject condition he is now in.’ Like most sweeping 
generalities, this is both false and cruel.” 


are 


Accorp1nG to the American Millinery Trade Review the heaviest 
blow at polygamy in Utah has been struck by the recently uired 
extravagant fashions of the Mormon women. One heavy milliner’s 
bill is as much as most men dare to face. 


s 
In the immediate vicinity of Vienna, not two miles from its 
outskirts, trails of wolves have lately been observed. A party of 
huntsmen accordingly went out in search. One wolf was ‘killed 
by a well-aimed shot. The animal was exceedingly large, and is not 
the only one in the neighbourhood. 


Lent has begun, and by the time you get this you will have eaten 
your pancake—that is to say, you ought to have eaten it, and I hope, 
if you have, it agreed with you. The 
water-poet, Taylor, says, in 1630, 
“Shrove Tuesday, at whose entrance 
in the morning all the whole kingdom 
is in quiet; but by the time the clock 
strikes eleven, which, by the help of a 
knavish sexton, is commonly before 
nine, then there is a bell rung, called 
the Pancake Bell, the sound of which 
makes thousands of people distracted, 
and forgetful either of manners or 
humanity; then there is a thing 
called wheaten flour, which the cooks 
do mingle with water, eggs, spice, 
and other tragical and magical en- 
chantments; and then they put it by 
little and little into a frying-pan of 
boiling suet, where it makes a confined, 
dismal hissing, like the Lethian 
snakes in the reeds of Acheron, Styx 
or Phlegethon, until at last, by the skill 
of the cook, it is transformed into the 
form of a flip-jack, called a pancake, 
which, with ominous incantations, 
the ignorant people do devour ve 
greedily.” What do you think of all 
that—you who go in for fasting ? 


Tue butcher's boy, Emile Biette, 
who murdered the “unfortunate” in 
the Rue Pigalle, and who afterwards 
fired two revolver bullets into his 
mouth, died from his self-inflicted 
injuries. Biette, it appears, had 
heard from the woman that she was 
going to leave him in order to live 
with a more wealthy admirer. This exasperated him to such a degree 
that he committed the murder and suicide in the determined manner 
already described. 


From latest advices it appears that the Queen’s Proctor does not 
seem inclined to intervene, and the People says:—‘ The question 
now before blic opinion is 
whether Sir Charles Dilke’s con- 
duct in Court was that of an 
Englishman and a man of honour. 
It is incontestable that had he 
sworn to the respondent's inno- 
cence, 80 far as he was concerned 
she must have been acquitted. 
Why then, seeing that he protests 
his own innocence with her, did 
he not free her character from 
what, according to his own show- 
ing, he must know to be a false 
stigma?” Rather to the point 
this, don't you think ? 


I wave much pleasure in calling 
attention to a collection of well- 
written and neatly-printed stories, 
gg oe for a penny each by Mr. 

. J. Brandon, of Bolt Court, Fleet 
Si . The one before me, “A 
Maiden’s Faith,” is in all respects 
a very creditable performance. It 
is illustrated with much spirit, and a 
contains also a portrait of Prince Albert Victor of Wales, which 
ought to be a great attraction. 


Tue announcement of Prince Henry of Battenberg’s commission 
in the Guards is unwelcome news to many. I hear that 
the object of ing him in a Household regiment is to give him a 
becoming uniform to wear at State functions, as at present he has 
to content himself with a Volunteer uniform, which is neither im- 
posing norhandsome. The Prince's new “ full dress" garb will nodoubt 

seen for the first time at the drawing-room, before which it will 
also be necessary to arrange something definite about his precedence, 
as he is in the anomalous position of being a Royal Highness in 
private life, with no such rank or p: lence on occasions when it is 
necessary to adhere to the strict rules which are observed at all the 
European courts. If Princess Beatrice and her husband went toa 
State function at Berlin or Vienna, she would join the Court circle, 
whereas her husband would be relegated to the general company, 
and would not even be admitted to the Royal supper-room. 


ss 
* 


A WEEK or two back a gentleman ran away with a policeman’s 
truncheon. A couple of enterprising Gauls recently went further than 
this, and ran off with a yacht. Two steamers were despatched in 
search of the errant barque, and were probably e in a game 
of nautical hare and hounds. A yacht is rather a clumsy thing to 

urloin, but some people don’t mind putting themselves to any 
lssonwanianes: as long as they attain their object. 


Wuen Round the World was first pam in London it was only 
moderately successful, which may easily accounted for by the 
fact that it was not very lavishly placed 
on the stage, and the actors were un- 
suited to the parts. The leading character 
wanted a Charles Matthews or a Charles 
Wyndham. This time, anyhow, there isa 
good cast, among whom mote will find the 
irrepressible Charley Collette, whose por- 
trai 


t lustre on this page. le. 
Pertoldi, and the fair Kate Vaughan, 
who gets, they say, £00 a week. 


Mr. G. H. Curireawin, F.O.S., the cele- 
brated “‘ White-Eyed Kaffir,” whose eccen- 
tric humour and great musical ability 
have made him an immense favourite wit 
the patrons of the “Britannia,” in the 
arr eed of which he plays the réle of 

addy-Long-Legs, took his benefit at this 
theatre on Ash ‘Wednesday. There was 
a large and merry audience, and the 
Eminent fears that some of the pretty 
girls he saw must have increased the size 
of their sweet mouths with laughing at 
Mr. Chirgwin and his real live donkey, 
“Edward, of Jerusalem,” a quadruped 
blessed with an immense flow of animal 
spirits. Mre. Lane's song and dance with 

. C. literally brought down the house. 
Sloper’s Island can be seen at the “ Brit.” 
It is the ay eee +. rel ore eal 
possesses, so he hopes his frien go, 
see,and admire. . « 


Tae latest addition to the “ pen 

Relics" is a full-length figure of the Eminent, very cleverly 
modelled in terra-cotta by Mr. John Martin Dickins, 12, Castlenau 
Villas, Barnes, S.W., who absolutely baba Atty. This master- 
piece, which is worthy of anything ever sculpt by Michael Angelo, 
represents the Eminent Littérateur resting by the side of a fountain 
on which is placed the genial cup of “unsweetened.” To describe 
the happy expression on Atty’s face is impossible—you must come 
and see it at ‘The Sloperies.” 


se 
. 


Cotney’s challenge to Storer to give Ssecs. over the Thames 
Championship Course for £100 or £200 has not yet been noomee by 
the Shoe Lane skuller, but McGooseley is willing to row the Yankee 
a level race for his own amount. 


*e 
* 


blac! 
sonab 
storm? In the 
they would have 
their ears, and t' 
other uncomfortable operations 
would no doubt have per- 
formed on their wretched car- 
cases. Perhaps nowadays they 
will be crea | peers. 


s 

Tue Eminent is awfully 
pleased with a little phlet, 
published at 2d., by J. Plummer, 
52, Theobald’s Road, London, 
“Is Alcohol Food, Physic, or 
Poison?” written by Dr. Tom 
Robinson, and by him 
before the Church of England 
Temperance Society. SLoPER is 
like Dr. Robinson—he believes 
in the use of alcoholic refresh- 
ment WHEN TAKEN IN MODERA- 
tion, andthinksthatthedoctor’s 
words, “it has always appeared 
to me that the highest form of 
manhood is evidenced by those 
who have will-power enough to 
use, and not to abuse, such luxuries as those we are discussing 
to-night,” epitomises the whole question. A. SLOPER would be 
pleased to know on an early Soper tnnity Dr. Robinson's views as 
to the effect “ unsweetened" has on the human nose. 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK Enpmnc Manca 20th. 
oe 


14th March, 1757.—The execution of Admiral Byng, this day, 
at Portsmouth, was one of the events of the last cent which 
made the greatest impression on the popular mind. The following 
e tic account of his death occurs in Voltaire’s “Candide” :— 
Talking thus, we approached Portsmouth. A multitude of people 
covered the shore, iccking attentively at a stout gentleman who was 
on his knees, with his eyes oe on the quarter-deck of one of 
the vessels of the fleet. Four soldiers, placed in front of him, put 
each three balls in his head, in the most able manner, and all 
the assembly then dispersed quite satisfied. ‘‘ What is all this?” 
uoth Candide, ‘and what devil reigns here?’’ He asked who was 
the stout gentleman who came to die in this ceremonious manner. 
“It is an admiral,” they answered. ‘ And why kill the admiral?” 
“Tt is because he has not killed enough of other people. He had to 
give battle to a French admiral, and they find that he did not go 
near enough to him.” “ But,’ said Candide, ‘the French admiral 
was as far from him as he was from the French admiral.” “That 
is very true,” replied they, “ but in this country it is useful to kill an 
admiral now and then, just to apo 2 the rest.” 
14th March, 1734.—On this day the Prince of Orange was married, 
at St. James's Palace, to the Princess Royal. At eleven o'clock at 
night the royal family sapped in public in the great state ball room. 
About one, the bride and bridegroom retired, and afterwards sat up 
in their bedchamber, in rich undresses, to be seen by the nobility 
and other company at court. 
14th March, 1855.—The new Sus ion Bridge at Niagara Falls 
was this day crossed for the first time by a locomotive and train of 


15th , 18'79,.—The “ mermaid,” or, to speak more cor- 
rectly, the manatee, died this day at the Westminster Aquarium. 
No other instance is on record in which a specimen of this creature 
Bair Theodore yf be physician to James I 
— re Mayerne, cian ames I. 
Chelsea at the of 

leisure to improvements in 


has existed in ca 


ery 
period, and as a fitting token of his gratitude for the hospitalities 
of Lord Mayor, and great soniierstal ape he named his 
hef-d’ euvre, the first and principal recipe in his book, 
A Crry or Lonpon Pie. 
“Take oe 
@ quarter of a pound of eringoes, two ounces of le 
chesnuts, half a pound of dates, a peck of oysters, a quarter 
of preserve Cortorg Lerten artichokes, twelve eggs, two sliced lemons, a 
t o! 


Some years ago a pie was made—with slight alterations to suit 
the of the present day—from this recipe, which apa com- 
plete satisfaction to the party of epicures who partook of it. 


16th March, 1619.—Richard B , the celebrated trage- 
dian, by whom the Blackfriars Theatre was built, died in London this 

yy. Richard was the friend and associate of Shakespeare and was 
especially in repute for his performance of Hamlet, Lear, Richard III. 
and other tragic characters in the plays of his friend. He was buried 
in the church of St. Leonard’s, Shoreditch, and the only inscription 
put over his grave were the simple and expressive words 
“Exit BURBAGE." 
porto was performing at the Globe Theatre when it was burnt 
down in 1613. The play in performance when the fire broke out 
was a revival of King Henry the Eighth, called All This is True. 
This we learn from a contempora: ballad On the Pitiful Burning 
of the Globe Play-house, in Uhich Bastege is thus mentioned :— 

“Out ran the knights, out ran the lords, 
And there was y 
Some lost their hats, some lost their swords, 


Then out ran Bar too 

The ee gr though drunk on Monday, 

Prayed for the fool and Henry Condy. 

Ob! sorrow, pitiful sorrow, and yet All This is True.” 
16th March, 1767.—Edward Train, a gardener, who went by the 

name of “The Hermit,” died this day at Gateshead. He had lived 
twenty years in his garden, and during that time never lay in a bed. 
The reason of this retired life was sai 


to have been ioned by a 
disappointment in love. 
16th March, 1723.—A royal proclamation was this day issued for 


peep a da for preservation from the e. 68,686 persons 
died of the plague in London in 1665. =~ Lf 


17th March, 1821.—The lower part of the horns of a deer of 
extraordinary size were this oy ang up in tee grounds at Camp- 
ville m. The proprietor ordered a well to be filled 
up the stones. Embedded in the earth near 

e is large antler were found, the spot 
i north-east angle of a Roman camp, called in Brand 
“Blake Chesters.” S. of wild animals were frequently made 
in those stations to the gods, and a tradition yet remains of a temple 
to Diana having stood at Middle Chirton, western side of this 
camp. Strange to say the head of an ancient spear was dug up near 


the same spot. 

17th March,——. The Early English calendars pretend that on 
this day Noah entered the ark, and they add, under 
‘Here Noah went out of the ark.” Medieval legend took ter 
liberties with Noah's wife than with Noah himself 
for some reason or other, adopted as the type of the medieval shrew, 


and in the religious plays, or mysteries, the quarrels between Noah 
and his helpmate were the subject of much mirth to the spectators. 
aa a aint a 20a he ae al are 


18th March, 1662.—The public inauguration of omnibuses in 
Paris took place at 7 o’clock of morning of this day, and was a 
grand and ey affair. The first omnibus conduetors in London were 
two sons of British naval officers, who were succeeded by young 
men in velveteen liveries. 


An allusion to the oes a 
“The inhabitants are now i rang with s decent tabernacle, which 
can produce as handsome a 


Iding, which are light and dry, and contain great numbers of 
bodies deposited within separate apartments, and on the floor of the 
open space. The flat pavement on the south side of the church, 
facing the “Golden Cross,” is called ‘The Waterman's Burying- 
Ercaght, thither to thotr loct jong rest from Honmeten’, Trek tad 

roug er eir last long rest from ord, York, and 
Whitehall Stairs. St. Martin’s was the royal parish, and in its 
ters were recorded the births of the princes and princesses born 
in Westminster, peri to the formation of St. James’s perish. 
19th March, 1875.—A fire this day occurred at Eugene Rimmel’s 
perfumery manufactory, Beaufort Buildings, Strand, and destroyed 
the greater part of the premises in which it originated. 


20th March, 1842.—The Earl of Munster this day committed 


suicide by fi a pistol into his mouth, at his house in Upper Bel- 
grave Street. e pistol with which this act was committed was 
one of a presented to him by his royal uncle, and had the Prince 


of Wales's feathers in gold in the handle. He had suffered consider- 
ably from the gout. 

20th March, 1822.—Died, at Ritton, Northumberland, Mr. Samuel 
George, aged 100 years. It is remarkable that after eighty years’ 
total blin ess, he recovered and enjoyed his sight for the period 
previous to his death. 


<> 
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Saturday, March 18, 1886.) 
THE GOOD BALLET GIRL. 
—— 4 
Miss Fanny Brave a dancer was, 
In ballets on the stage; 
Yor Gosling he a “‘ prancer” was, 
re | she was quite—the rage. 
Young Gosling was an 
army swell, 
Coat short and trousers 
tight ; 
He might have served his 
country well, 
Tf call’d upon to fight. 
But as he was not—why, in 
truth, 


He made a t mis- 
take— “- 


For what d'ye think he 
id? Forsooth 
He set up as a Rake. 


He fell in love with Fanny 


Beale 
Aforesaid ballet-girl, 
At— no, the place I won't 
reveal— 
She used in pas to twirl. 


In muslin book, and stock- 
ings pink, 
She was a_ beauteous 


creater, 
She hopp’d and spy as but wouldn’t wink 
When Gosling ask’d to “ treat her.” 


Then Gosling penn’d a little note— 
A supper invitation 


‘or two, and said in what 
he'd wrote, 
About his captivation. 


Now this gay lad a con- 
quest he 
Quite thought to have 
achiev. . 
But though things look so 
well, yet we 
Sometimes are quite de- 
ceiv—ed. 


When to Tae Grose this 
rallant came, 

Of téte-d-téte secure, 

He found an ancient e, 
whose name 

Was—“ Mother, to be 
sure!”? 
party stout, of morals 
starch’d, 

Who ate herself quite ill : 
hen straightway home 
Miss Fanny march’d 
While Gosling—paid the 

ill. 


“ He fell in love with Fanny Beale.” 


“He found an ancient dame.” 


Now pray, all swells, a moral take, 
Aceording to your lights 

And don’t think that a girl's a rake, 

Because—she wears pink tights! 


“PULL AWAY, GIRLS.” 


Toorste hears that every well-regulated girl in America is expected 
wear the new “ ladies’ opera-hat,”” which every W.R.G girl will go 
the theatre to work, and every male thing to gaze upon. Gentle- 
pn seated behind ladies whose hats obsc' their view of the 
ge have long prayed for this invention, but in their most sanguine 
pments they can hardly have hoped that it would prove so amusing 
oy to the other sex as to become at once popular. Such, however, 

ecase. The theatre-hat for ladies “is operated by a spring, to 
fich a string is attached.” On the curtain Ring tie wearer pulls 

string, when down comes the hat flat on her head. When the 
is over she pulls again, and up it goes to the first position. 


TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 


OOTSIE, having obtained the Eminent's 
monial Ag at “ The Si ies," begs to draw the attention 
Unmarried 3s and Girls to the fact that Matrimonial 
ertisements, as under, will be inserted in this column free of 
ge, provided the Sender's Name and Address is enclosed with the 
ertisement, not for publication, but as a guarantee of good faith. 
Address—TOOTSIE, ‘ MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 
“Tue SLoPERies,” 
99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Street, E.C. 


YOUNG LADY, with an exceHent ition, aged 20, - 

looking, of average height, brown hair, and very neat figure, shes 

eet with # gentleman anxious to marry. He must be dark, have a 

stache, and be under 30. The young lady being sessed of a good 

ne, would require the gentleman to be of substantial means. Ad 8 

pot, J 9 MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe 
, London, E.C. 


ion to opena 


YOUNG MAN, good-looking, very well off, would like to hear 
from a young lady with a view to matrimony. Address—F. M., 
TRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, 


OTSIE’S 
don, E.C. 


OUNG LADY, tall, fair, with blue eyes, has a small independency, 

4 would like to correspond with a young man with a view to matrimony 

it be tall). Please send photo. Ad s—‘‘ Queenie,” “ TooTsiE’s 
MONIAL AGENCY,” “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe e, London, E.C. 


YOUNG LADY, 20, good-looking, lively, and affectionate, will 
have small private income, wishes to correspond with a fair gentle- 
with a view to matrimony. Please enclose photo. Address—B. B., 
rare 5 MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, 
ion, h.C, 


YOUNG MAN, aged 21, height 5ft. 104in., very dark, handsome, 

long black moustaches, just inherited good fortune, wishes to corres- 
with young lady with view to matrimony. Address—V. E. C., 
lea a MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” ‘The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, 
on, &.C, 


ANTED a husband, about 21-25, but he must be a thorough 
phew g Flb aaah aaa bwenty ee very coat aud fair, and 
of herown. / ss—L. M., * TooTsiz’s MATRIMONIAL 
AGENcy,” ‘‘ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. . 


. YOUNG LADY, 19 years of age, beautiful, medium height, fair, 
blue cyes, amiable disposition, and talented, would make a loving 
Address—G. A., “TooTsig'’s MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “The 
les,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


YOUNG MAN, considered extremel: 

wih eae fond ot home arapegerrda bee musica! a wrod Uke to cores nd 
lady, with a view i é k 

bong bad Maes lady: © matrimony. Lady's height about 


ood-looking, plenty of 


. §., “ TooTsIE’ 2 sNCY,” 
I London EC. , 8 MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 99 Shoe 


*,” NOTE .—Tootsie undertakes, free of charge and post-fre 
'e € C e and post-free, to 
forward unopened, to the parties interested, all Letters received in 
to the above advertisements. Advertisements already received, 

w do not appear above, will appear as soon as space admits. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 
— 


*.° It has come to the knowledge oy A. — Esq., M.P., that 
s i] 
there are those who doubt the genuineness of the rial published 
from numerous celebrities acknowledging the receipt of his AwaRnD 
ov Mznir.” A. SLoper, T.W.M., wishes to assure his patrons that 
every letter that has bey Aprring under the title of “Tue Eprror’s 
Letter-Box,” is bond fide, and a Prize of £100 and the “ AwaBp oF 
Maar” itself will be given to anyone who can prove the contrary. 


8 Ducugss Srrzet, Portuanp Puace, W., Feb. 27th. 

Esnnxent Sir,—I have the honour to acknowledge the receipt of a 

warrant under your sign manual, granting me the dignity of F'.0.S., 

and I highly appreciate the honour you have done me by admitting 
me to your dist: ished order.—I am, Sir, 7 obedient servan' 


t 
ALLY SLopgr, Esq. Y STIRLING. 


Eton Cotuecz, Winpeor, Feb. 27th, 1886. 
Dear Lo en beg leave to acknowledge, ‘a ar — 
compliment you have paid me ing me the prou r 0! 
your Certificate of Merit. I eb pro aay thet I shal hang the 
certificate on the wall of my nursery that my children may have 
constantly before their eyes this indication of the high position 
attained by their parent ; and be stimulated to follow aes 
of that hat-tractive creature, whose career is therein so admirably 
illustrated. Yours very truly, J. BARNBY. 


Tue Covent Garpen Circus Company, Limite, 
12 Catuertng Street, Lonpon, Feb. 27th, 1886. 
Deak Frienp ALLy Storer,—This is to acknowledge receipt of the 
Auzy Storer “ Award of Merit" which you, in your supreme wis- 
dom have thought fit to confer upon me. 
I Les hep assure you I shall always value it above all my other 
“ porta 


le Property," being fully convinced that in your approval of 
my ability as “The Best Equestrian Director,” I have the concen- 
trated essence of the millions of people who believe you to be the 


greatest judge of merit this world possesses. 

I trust you will never have cause to regret having made me the 
recipient of so great a favour, and that my conduct, morally, 
physically, and otherwise, may henceforth be deemed, in every 
respect, fully up to the appro ie as — sail 

ours equestrianly, acro ly, and gymnasti . 
A. HENRY, F.O.S. 


4 Water.oo Prace, Patt Matt, S.W., Feb. 29th. 
Dear Auiy SLtorer,—Many thanks for your valuable testimonial. 
I shall prize it, and keep it in memory of kind ition and wel- 
come at the hands of my coll , the London artistes.—I remain, 
dear ALLY SLopzs, yours faithfally, VERBECK. 


ANOTHER NUISANCE. 

I pon’r want to be ill-natured. I am getting to be a fogy— 
an irritable old curmudgeon. I won't say anything about t 
T'll tell you what it is annoys me. 

I ride a good deal in cabs, and I have also a carriage of my own, 
and when I get in or out of either, I don't see why the deuce I can't 
be allowed to open the door without anybody’s confounded inter- 

erence. 

Tam not such an old fogy, though (I hope) that the eyes of Beauty 
have ceased to look upon me with kindliness. Sometimes all that is 
dear to me—very dear, I might say—honours me with her company 
in my brougham to the theatre. Amplitude of costly satin com- 
presses me into a distant corner, or a sea of tulle overwhelms me, so 
that it is only with an effort I keep my head above its topmost 
waves; and here, from a respectful distance, I fling compliments (a 
little antiquated in their fashion, pene) towards the adored one, 
to which she listens graciously, smiling as sweetly, maybe, when she 
does not hear them as when she does. 

Presently, though, we reach the ps house, and the time comes 
for opening the door. Helpless! y emmed in (for, of course, 
I am on the wrong side when we draw up), I have to await till 
Loveliness unpacks itself, and a shabby rascal unceremoniously 
grasps the delicately-gloved hand I scarcely dare press with my 
finger-tips, and clutches and tumbles the flowing drapery in his 
brutal efforts to avoid the mud on the wheel. 

But that is not all. 

“Trifle for poor Jack, my lord?” 

I enter the theatre without replying. 

“Don’t forget me, guv’nor—I opened the door.” 

I go on my way silently. 

“'There’s a shabby old ’umbug for you!” 

Here unreasoning Loveliness entreats me to give the poor man 
something to avoud a disturbance. I must unbutton ast overcoat, 
then, must I? I must pant and struggle with tight ets, and I 
must give the scoundrel a shilling at least, because I have nothing 
smaller. 

“Shall I fetch you the change, sir?” 

“Go to botheration!” 

Then the miscreants talk among themselves over the best way of 
bleeding their victims. I have myself overheard them before now. 

“T does the perlite fakement, I does.” ; 

“Tt doesn’t work a little bit. Never found it to go.” . 

“That's ‘cause you ain’t fly to the hupper toff, Bill. The bullying 
business is all very well when it’s a woman by herself, but if a gent’s 
with her it wants piling on—artful like.” 

“ Ah! I dessay, but I can’t demean myself that way. P'raps you 
would like me to wear gloves, would you?” . 

“Well, why not? It’s the O.K. outside of a hevening party. I've 
had a glove myself this two year.” 

“But you’re such a Himmensikoff, you are!” . 

“Well, it’s on’y a left-hander, yer know; but I wears it all the 
same on the right, and it fetches 'em beautiful. When I’ve saved 
up a complete pair I shall double my prices.” ; 

I have a way I revenge myself sometimes. I give the cabman six- 
pence extra, and tell: him to share it with the door-opener, then go 
round a corner and watch. It’s pleasant to see the little disputes 
which arise out of this arrangement. I have often chuckled im- 
mensely. , 

Last week, standing in the rain to see the affair settled—the 
were at it hammer and tongs for half-an-hour—I caught a bad cold, 
and have been in bed ever since, chuckling between my doses of 
medicine at the bare remembrance of the fun. 

I am told that people must live. I don’t see why. 


rhaps 
t, but 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


By a Bacnetor.—The Worst Lock Out—Wed-Lock. | 

Curtous Facr.—If you cut off an elephant's head, it does not 
follow that it should be separated from the trunk. 

You should not stone your neighbour, but you may rock his baby. 

An old miser, going down his cellar steps the other day, fell 
against his will. 

A SQUABE-BUILT Lipa bee is good for any number of rounds. 

Tury used to call alady’s man a beau. They call him now a 
bo-er, sometimes. f 

A Curnese thief, having stolen a missionary’s watch, brought it 
back to him next day to learn how to wind it up. 

Ir a horse says neigh to oats, don’t believe him. 

F iasu Language—Telegrams. , p 

Som: Reowe do not care for Tupper’s poetry; but his philosophy 
is proverbial. ; 

Lrapixe Article—A blind beggar’s dog’s chain. 

Ir a termagant wife cuts her nails every Monday it is lucky—for 
her husband. 5 
a never hear of policemen being run over; they are never in 

je way. 

Tare is a hot-tempered trumpeter at the Charing Cross Barracks 
who blows up the regiment every morning. i 

Mans. Storer likes every bird’s lay, but a hen’s is the best. 

Wuar should we do with a crooked-legged soldier ?—He ought to 
be disbandyed. 
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FOUR FLIRTS. 


Tuem Caaps, ann How tery Puayep Tuen. 
(Commenced in No. 54.) 


ee a 
THE QUEEN OF SPADES.—/(Continued). 

Hap I not cared for Walter, the bribe of Grimwood most certainly 
would not have induced me to become his wife. 

But if the house and its approaches were dismal, what can I say 
of the pleasure garden? It was literally choked with weeds; lawn, 
paths, flower-beds, 
were one tangled 
mass of luxuriant 
vegetation, with 
here and _ there, 
straggling towards 
the light, a gawky, 

long-stemmed sun- 
flower or a flaring 
hollyhock. Muti. 
lated statues, al- 
most as green as 
the weeds sur- 
rounding them, 
wrecked glass- 
houses, wall fru. 
trees grown out of 
all knowledge, and 
standard rose-trees 
crushed to the 
earth beneath the 
weight of their 
parasites. 

What a sight for 
the Queen of 
Spades! 

My heart ached 

' for the poor flow- 

ers,—I, to whom a 

garden was so dear, 

and who valued 
oe almost as 

ving companions, 
who reddened and 
scolded in my 
father’s grounds at 

a stray weed, an 

overloo! 


monotonous silver grey. 
How could Uncle R have borne it? His dying there was 
natural enough ; it was his living there that was the wonder. 


Yet one thing more I must mention, sadder to me than all the 
rest in this abode of sombre sadness. 
On what had been the lawn, and at no great distance from the 


house, was what had once been a swiug. A cross beam, green and 
roped py ie arape one monster elm with another, and from it 
dangled a solitary rot rope. 

It was horrible to ee dat Ualihery rope with its frayed end slowly, 
feebly waving to and fro, while the iron rings above creak-creaked 
in wearisome complaint. 

This swing had a strange, horrible fascination for me; for a swing 
one mentally connects with childhood’s merry trilling laugh, with 
mirth and joyousness. But could children exist in the atmosphere 
of Grim’ ? Dared anyone laugh in face of that sombre brick 
pile with the sightless windows ? 

I can imagine nothing more incongruous than that swing beneath 
the windows of Uncle Id’s house. Had it been the gibbet it 
so closely resembled, and for which, by-the-bye, I found afterwards 
the country ple invariably took it, it would have been far more 
in keeping with the scene. 

One morning I thought I discovered traces of lettering on one of 
the elms, and, stimulated by curiosity, I spent an hour in pickin, 
the damp green moss from the firm-cut grooves, until I laid bare the 
two names Frederick and Diana, carved deeply in the wood, and 
connected by a ats design, apparently intended for a heart, 
beneath a date of which I could only discern that it was of the last 


century. 

People had lived and loved at Grimwood, then! Who were these 
two? I wondered. Cousins, maybe, brought up togetiet and, as 
children, accustomed to play snuggling side by side together on 
that swing, swaying to and fro, while they prattled their little 
innocent talk cheek to cheek, dreaming of a happy future never to 
be realized. 

Why never to be realized? I unconsciously took the gloomy tone 
of my surroundings, and it was in vain I endeavoured to picture my 
Frederick and Diana grown up, married, getting older, fatter, and 
more peevish, with crowds of children about their knees. 

No, I was as sure as if I had read the history of their lives in a 
book, that they had been miserable, and I almost managed to shed 
a tear for their cruel fate—whatever it might have been, but the 
crueller the better—when two hands were suddenly clasped over my 
eyes, and a dear voice brought me from dreams to waking by 

tening to hold me prisoner till I paid the penalty demanded 
for release. 

Of course it was Walter, and as we strolled away through the 
rank grass, his eyes seemed to shed the first gleam of sunshine on 
Greswose that had ever touched its bare, brown, melancholy 
walls. 

Side by side we ed along the dreary avenue, no longer dreary 
with him by me. Both of us were silent: I, I think, from excess of 
happiness; he—ah! I knew but too soon the cause of his silence. 


“Two hands were suddenly clasped over my exer.” 


He had sought me to tell me that which I was the last of every 
one to learn,—to tell me why I had been sent for to Grimwood ; to 
tell me that on the morrow I should have to bid him a long, long 
good-bye, for that he was going across the seas, and would be many 
a weary month absent. 

Of course it’s very silly for a woman to cry before 4 man; 1 ments 
areal downright hearty cry, not a becoming; whimper or a musica 
sob when one wants a bonnet, or a bracelet, or a kiss. 

(To be continued next week.) 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. [Saturday, March 18, 1886, 


*,° During the last few days the greatest anxiety and excitement have prevailed at “The Sloperies,” and in the neighbourhood of Shoe Lane. 
For a whole week, contrari all precedent, A. Storer, M.P., not only has not endeavoured to forestall hie salary (as he frequently docs, 
two or three times a week), but has not cven been to draw it when due. 


2. AU day long the Ofiice Boy has been 
upon the look-out, to the surprise of 
passers-by. 


1, Every morning the first inquiry of poor 

THE GENEROUS SPIRIT. Mrs. SLOPER has been about her missing ALLY. 

** Yer don't look ‘appy, guvnor; try a drop o' this!" Swel- 

ton. after this insult. tinally decides not to contribute to 
the “ Unemployed Fund" at the Mansion House. 


; ‘ , | , 
. ; 1 Zh, 
i w 4 H ’ 
SS) A\ 
c ak And the “Haty-HoLipay's principal 
¢ . nanc er over and over again declared 
sa Sart eel Do nioeas - he couldn't head or tail of it. 


F777 | = 


| was so awfully shy,—but SHE wasn't! 


Laos . 

5. Moreover, there had lately been 6. One thing was certain—a broken 7. Furthermore, I. Muses had him- &. Anda trustworthy boy picked 
dark reports respecting a Socialist bottle had been picked up on the self found a whalebone, near the Hay- ap a boot in Battersca Park, sus- 
Society to which BLOPER belonged. Thames Embankment, which, if it market, which michtormight nothave _piciously like the ones that SLo- 
Could it be possible that he had fallen was not actually SuopeR'’s, has had come out of the Umbrella. VER Wore on gala days. 
avictim? * . unsweetened in it, nevertheless. 


Question. “We are told that the Garden of Eden was 
situated where the North Pole now stands. Where, then, 
was the North Pole at that time?” a , 

Answer. “in the back yard of ‘The S‘operies,’ and was 
used as a clothes-prop and advertising station.” 


fee At last the here earn — LDL A f 

nown, SLoPER, deeply affec 

by a recent want of confidence on 11. Scarcely had they departed, 

Aunt Geeser's sister's part, had = however, when a well-known voice 

committed suicide, coutiding his -—«-:110. Then a family turned up declaring they belonged to SLoPER, but they didn't, atthe cashier's window. * °* * 

I guess he'll find he hasn't got a played-out Britisher wife and fam‘ly to hercare. She and Aunt Geeser’s sister provided them with a substantial tea and shrimps and a = It was all « gotup thing of that 
to deal with thig time, you bet! wept on receipt of the news. shilling a head all round. Thus set up for life, they left smiling. there Moses. Tet Moges look out. 
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‘ RUDENESS 
@ MAN! fees eet ae Scene—Dublin. 
Dolly, who always found ratlu ay travelling such a bore, declares he has ouly weotaiet bral ty Ue er rep ese Og — Young Lady. You're the mail boy, aren’t you? 
iust discovered the manner in which you can obtaina decentamount of comfort. | opines that future mectings in Trafalgar Square Impudent Young Ruffian. Sure, miss, and it isn’t the faymale boy you 
‘Poor Dorinda has pins and needles in her left arm—but no matter! would disperse in a VERY lamblike manner. think I am? ‘The nasty vulgar young monkey! 
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